THE    GREAT    TUDORS

" And by the happie blisfull way
More peacefull Pilgrims I shall see.,
That haue shooke off their gownes of clay >
And goe appareld fresh like mee.
He bring them first
To slake their thirst,
And then to tost those Nectar suckets
At the cleare wells
Where sweetnes dwells,
Drawn up by Saints in Christatt buckets.

" From thence to heattens Bribeles hall
Where no corrupted voyces brail,
No Conscience molten into gold,
Nor forged accusers bought and sold,
No cause deferd, nor mine spent lorney,
For there Christ is the Kings Atturney:
Who pleadesfor all without degrees,
And he hath Angells, but no fees"

It was natural, too, that such a man should be able to die
well. On the morning of his execution, fifteen years after
the sentence against him had been passed, when he had
received the Communion, breakfasted and smoked a final
pipe, carefully dressed in velvet, satin and taffeta, he acted
consciously and magnificently what he himself would have
called the last scene of his tragedy. As in all well-con-
structed tragedies, death was the solution of a conflict. The
two waning halves of the split man were at last united. For
this was an action bolder than any cruel fighting in Irish
bogs, than any boarding of galleons at Cadiz or bribing of
Indians near El Dorado; but it was also an action which
could not have been so magnificently performed without the
wisdom and imagination of a poet. The poet in Raleigh
was needed to say to the executioner who suggested that he
should face towards the east, " What matters it which way
the head lie, so the heart be right ? " The man of action
was needed to give the order for his own death, " What dost
thou fear ? Strike, man, strike! "
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